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" the Dread Abyss."  So plunging one foot forward
into the sofl yielding dust and dragging the other
out of it, we went boldly ahead, on and on and down
and down* for three thousand feet and more till after
nearly three hours' continuous tramp under a burn-
ing sun and by the desiccated mountain-side of a
living Inferno we came most unexpectedly upon a
veritable garden of Eden,  or what at any rate
appeared so to our sore and smarting eyes in the
shape of a refreshingly green patch of cultivated
land with a little glistening stream hurrying down
a grove of trees called the Indian Garden.   Having
rested awhile and drunk, Indian-wise lying down on
our hands and knees, deep draughts of the clear cool
crystal waters, we "with alacrity once more went
forward on the broad halfway plateau to tackle the
remaining circles of the great abyss and before long
came upon them in the form of a steep spiral descent,
most appropriately named the Devil's Corkscrew.
We practically ran down it and did not stop till after
an hour we were right at the bottom of the Canyon
with the turbid Colorado River rushing past in
front of us.   It was just then noon and as we had
when starting never for a moment thought of going
down into the bottom of the Canyon, we naturally
had nothing to eat or drink with us.    But we
consoled ourselves that we were out to enjoy that
day Pluto's Regions in all their splendid reality and
hunger stood high on his list of enjoyments; and
without breathing a word of complaint we took off
our boots and socks and bathed our aching, dust-
stained feet in the running water.   And, oh, it felt